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Grampa
by Jennifer Shoop
Here is a scene:
You were 56, and I was 12. We were at a pond you 
swore no one knew about that took us almost an hour 
to walk to. You carried 2 fishing poles and a tackle box 
that weighed almost as much as I did. I carried gummy 
worms and live worms and listened to the frogs and 
cicadas scream at our intrusion. 
Here are sounds:
My nonstop giggles as you make the car fart on the 
rumble strip for the third time. 
The whispering crackle of  the cigarette burning bright 
when you draw air past its lit front end. 
“Mercy General ICU. This is Anne. How can I help 
you?” said all in one breath.
 
Here are facts:
You gave Papa John’s the secret to making pizza crust 
so delicious. 
Catfish prefer red gummy worms. You prefer white 
gummy worms. I prefer green ones. 
All of  your used-to-be-white t-shirts have 3 holes and a 
breast pocket for your cigarettes. 
Here are hopes:
One more belly laugh that rips water from your eyes, 
your mouth, and your pores. 
One more hour teaching me to play Texas Hold ‘Em at 
the dining room table. 
One more bounce on the green line running across the 
heart monitor 16 inches to the left of  your head.
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Here are images:
Mud caked to the sides of  the brand-new green tennis 
shoes my mother told me not to wear. 
Twenty-two, or maybe fifteen, fish swimming under 
the dock. 
Faded blue jeans held up by black suspenders given to 
you on your 50th birthday when those jeans started 
becoming too large for your hips. 
Here is a wish:
It is peaceful there, and you are happy. 
Here are names:
Old Fart
Princess Snowflake
Chimney smoker
Here is a thought:
There will never be enough time. 
What there was:
A team: you and me. 
What there is:
Me, one unused fishing pole, and white gummy worms.  
